126 goat cheese. Not a grain of rice in sight. I saw myself
dasliing for the bottom of the moat again beside the dead
horse with the poisonous fat green flies.
"And what about Sinclair Lewis—surely he was one
of America's great writers ?"
When I said no they all seemed to be highly dubious
of my critical faculties. Who was a great American writer,
then, they demanded. I said: "Walt Whitman. He's the
only great writer we ever had."
"And Mark Twain?"
"For adolescents," I answered.
They laughed, as the troglodytes had laughed at me
the other morning.
"So you think Rimbaud is greater than all the Ameri-
can poets put "together?" said one young man Challeng-
ingly.
"Yes, I do. I think he's greater than all the French
poets put together too."
This was like throwing a bomb in their midst. As
always, the greatest defenders of French tradition are to
be found outside France. Tsoutsou was of the opinion
that they ought to listen to me at length j he thought my
attitude was typical, representative of the American
spirit. He applauded as one would applaud a trained seal
after it has given a performance with the cymbals. I was
somewhat depressed by this atmosphere of futile discus-
- sion. I made a long speech in bad French in which I ad-
mitted that I was no critic, that I was always passionate
and prejudiced, that I had no revebence for anything ex-
cept what I liked. I told them that I was an ignoramus,
which they tried to deny vigorously. I saidl would rather
tell them stories. I began—about a bum who had tried to
hit me up for a dime one eve$irig as I was walking to-
wards the Brooklyn Bridge. I explained how I had said
No to the man automatically and then, after I had walked

